usually a little less violent than that first one,
served with our dinner nearly every evening. It
never failed to give us a thrill. We encountered
more than enough earthquakes in Afghanistan
to satisfy us for the rest of our lives and until the
Angel Gabriel blows his trumpet and announces
the crack o' doom. It seems that Kabul is in an
earthquake belt.

We had noticed that, before the hour when our
first Kabul meal was served, there was no odour
of cooking. Just as at Nknlah, the previous
night, a string of Afghans came filing through the
garden., bearing huge silver salvers atop their
bulging turbans. Upon inquiring whence they
came, we found that our meal had been brought
more than a mile from the kitchen of another of
the Amir's palaces. This procedure was fol-
lowed for all the meals that we had in Kabul.
These meals consisted as a rule of highly spiced
saffron pllany sour milk and cheese, mysterious
sweet concoctions, unleavened bread baked in
the ashes of the fire, all the delicious fruits for
which Kabul is famous, such as nectarines, goose-
berries, pomegranates, grapes and plums, and
tea served in big glass tumblers.

The Amir may not have accorded us the usual
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